Hash Number:

2229 11Apr21

Venue:

Shiplake Village Hall

Hares:

WaveRider, NappyRash

Website – http://www.berkshirehash.co.uk
Email

– iceman@berkshirehash.co.uk

(SHIPLAKE) VILLAGE PEOPLE
Horny Helmet Donut Hashgate TinOpener Lilo and dog Minx SlackBladder LittleStiffy and dogs Masie
and Ava SkinnyDipper Dunny Rampant CouchPotato Andy Kate and dog Ruby Ms Whiplash
PennyPitstop Mrs Blobby Mr Blobby Josie BGB Motox RandyMandy Gnasher Foghorn Iceman Slips
Snowy Pantaloon Desperate Becky Shitfor TC Whinge Spot Dumb Dumber SlowSucker Falsetart Shifty
C5 Tequilova PissQuick Glittertits SweetPea Agatha Swallow Twanky Cerberus and dog Chilli
BillyBullshit Posh Bomber Florence Zebedee Dorothy Lonely Lungs NearlyTwice and little daughter
Pearl
AT LAST…

A

t last indeed. WaveRider and NappyRash have been trying to lay this Trail for months.
Lockdown has postponed the thing time and again. No sooner had they raised their hopes
that their Hash could take place than they raised their blood pressure as it was delayed.
Donut and I were very pleased that it was run since this was the second Hash we had been
able to walk to in four days. We had happily skipped to, and back from, Lonely and
Caboose’s BLT at the local Loddon Brewery on Thursday and did similar on Sunday, since
Shiplake Memorial Hall is only a mile from our house. Brilliant! The other good thing about having
Hashes near to one’s home is, of course, that we knew exactly where we would be at any time during
either Trail. Ideal for me because I was leading the walking group. What could possibly go wrong?
As you can see from the above list a fair number of Hashers turned up. They signed in with their contact
numbers before wandering about the breezy recreation ground, chatting loudly at each other from a
distance. Nice to see BillyBullshit’s carer, Cerberus, had brought the old boy along to smile and dribble
among the crowd and even nicer to have TC and Whinge join us after a long period of enforced absence.
The runners and walkers split into four groups so that one of each could run or walk round the Trail in
the opposite direction to the others to provide social distancing. This was increased even more because
there was the option of a 7-mile and a 6-mile Trail for the runners and, of course, they spread out as
they ran along.
We were soon on our way and here are a couple of pictures of things that we saw early on:This was on the top of the gate
of a house just after we had left
the recreation ground.
To the left of it, on top of the
fence, was yet another row of
little yellow ducks, all following
Mum.
On the wall of the house was a
blue plaque that contained the
words: ‘Absolutely nothing
happened here at all.’ Great to
see that people haven’t lost
their sense of humour.
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This picture was taken across the road from the above. It was quite a contrast to the view we had just
had of Lonely taking his trousers off next to his parked car. We were walking alongside a field of flax
and the view was so spectacular that it just had to be included in the Gobsheet.

If you look very, very carefully you’ll see some of the Long Trail runners way off in the distance, heading
towards the white building, which is Orwell’s restaurant. Apparently, the farmer leaves some square
patches unseeded in the middle of the field so that skylarks can nest safely. What a great idea! Horny
and I listened to the song of these lovely little birds and managed to spot a couple.
Ms Whiplash and PennyPitstop paced onwards at speed. I hardly needed to lead the walkers since they
were doing such a great job. It was all going fine until Mrs Blobby had to stop in Kiln Lane because, as
she wailed, “I’ve come undone!” Given this kind of language is rife in historical romantic novels I had
expected at the very least that her bodice had suffered a wardrobe malfunction so was very
disappointed to find it was only a boot lace. Ah well, I live in hope.
Now I just mentioned that Ms W and PP were doing a sterling job being FWB’s (I’m sure you can work
out that acronym). I called them to Regroup to make sure we hadn’t lost Lungs, NearlyTwice and her
little daughter, Pearl who weren’t walking as fast. Fortunately, we hadn’t and they were happy for us to
carry on. Which was fine, except Ms W got her left and right slightly mixed up and set off with steely
resolve in the wrong direction. Amazing how people will follow any Hasher who exhibits geographical
confidence isn’t it? Luckily, we didn’t get too far before realising we should have been going in the
opposite direction.
Now further on in the rather pleasant High Wood an archaeological dig is taking place, excavating some
Romano-British ruins. One of the diggers is GnomeAlone and he came over to have a chat as we
stopped to view the work that was taking place. It was here too that we met Hashers who were running
the Trail in the opposite direction. Iceman, WaveRider, Desperate, Snowy appeared, followed by
Swallow, Slips, Motox, Donut and SkinnyDipper. I walked on a little before being caught up by Mrs
Blobby, Kate and PissQuick who were eager to tell me that GnomeAlone had showed them what he
said was a really interesting piece of Roman pottery that had on it a picture of a naked man (“with a
willy”, squeaked the girls excitedly) being chased by a dog. With no possible trace of irony, I advised

them that I was very disappointed to have missed seeing this fascinating piece of erotic milk jug art.
What have the Romans ever done for us…
And then we met Shitfor, Cerberus, TC and Whinge, advancing
towards us at a great rate. Whinge later told me that the walking
pace was so knackering he actually had a nap after he and TC had
got back home. Shitfor, who is suffering with a back problem and
was leaning forward while yomping with the aid of two walking poles,
was trying out his Anthony Sher Richard III look. Here’s a picture of
what he was trying (and largely succeeding) to achieve.
I got the impression from Shitfor’s slightly pained expression that he
could have been silently quoting from the play: “A horse! A horse!
My kingdom for a horse!”
Mind you, it’d need to be a bloody big horse…
Our group shuffled on through a fine forest, supported and managed
by The Woodland Trust. Then through a narrow snicket where we
squeezed past a couple with a dog – never seen anyone along that alley despite walking along it any
number of times over the years. Sod’s Law I guess. We all held our breath and smiled at each other.
Then we were on to the last bit as we headed around the edge of a small wood along some up and
down tracks (Ms Whiplash was jogging at this point!) with superb views across the rolling Spring fields,
lightly covered with new green growth. Mrs Blobby was being dragged along led by the very eager
Ruby, Kate’s lovely little West Highland White (since Kate had peeled off for a, ahem, pitstop). Ruby is
sleek and fast-moving so we were surprised when Kate told us that she’s 13 years old. She’s obviously
the doggy equivalent of C5 and Mr Blobby!
She led us rapidly across the field and over the road to
Shiplake Memorial Hall recreation ground.
I mentioned earlier that WaveRider and NappyRash had planned this Trail quite a long time ago. It
seems that news of the excellence of the route had leaked out since both Marlow Hash and some
London Hashers had laid their own Trails in this very area, overlapping parts of it. I reckon that they
knew how good our Trail would be and wanted to piggy-back on the acclaim. I’m sure theirs were quite
good – but not a patch on ours! Many thanks to our Hares and if you’d like to lay another one soon
Donut and I will be happy to walk to it again.
This is the route, as supplied by NappyRash. Looks like a kangaroo with piles to me. Any other
thoughts?

And here’s a picture that was taken in Binfield Heath (Donut’s and my village just along from Shiplake)
that you might find amusing. We have a secret crocheter in the village and they celebrated Easter with
this delightful piece.

Take good care of yourselves.
On On.

Hashgate.

If anyone has something they would like to see in the Gobsheet, either send it to your reporter/editor/tea
boy/floor mopper at hashgate@hotmail.com or to Iceman at the address above.

FUTURE HASHES
ince some of the locations are difficult to describe I’ve added What3Words identifiers to help.
(Rampant and Dunny cleverly added their own
). Just copy the 3 words below into what3words
/// The simplest way to talk about location and click
, or use the mobile app to see the exact
location. You can share or save the details or use CityMapper, Google Maps, Bing Maps or Waze to
navigate to the place. Some cars include What3Words in their satnav.

S

RUN

DATE

2231

25Apr21
Sunday
11:00

GRID
REFERENCE
SU602623

VENUE

HARES

Car park at the bottom of the
short road that turns off Silchester
Road by the side of what used to
be the Treacle Mine and then The
Broomsquire in Pamber Heath,
just outside Tadley.
(Nearest Post Code RG26 3PX)
What3words:
deriving.generals.lump

C5
Mr Blobby

